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Abstract 

Part of the human condition is the search for understanding. When humans cannot 
find a definitive explanation for an event, we create a system of symbols that represent 
what we do understand. We fill in the gaps left between the seemingly perfect sensory 
details and the deeper, hidden, possibly corrupted abstract details designed by the larger 
and less ancient areas of the human brain. Words and their associative definitions become 
paramount to how we understand and navigate our journey within the grids of an abstract 
figure, time. 



Thesis Advisor: 
Rae Bryant 



ii 



Table of Contents 



1. Introduction 1 

2. Without More Ado, Apocalypse! 3 

3. Epilogue 42 

4. Author's Biographical Sketch 57 



iii 



Introduction 



The following novel excerpt, Without More Ado, Apocalypse! is an effort to 
explore specific elements of human nature that obsess me. The limits of human 
understanding. The persistent pursuit of the "real" world and how we define reality. 
Dominance hierarchy and group dynamics. Expressions of and connections between love 
and violence. 

The novel excerpt approaches the above elements of human nature from a satirical 
perspective. It comes in two parts — three chapters, and an epilogue. The epilogue is 
formatted and structured and modeled after the King James Version of the Bible. I use the 
third person limited point of view as a means to explore the pathological expressions of 
love of an individual whose imagined life, centered around an intimate relationship, is 
demolished. I use the past tense with the biblical format to show how mythical tales are 
developed and used. The epilogue is therefore meant to represent how the supposed facts 
of the three chapters might be reimagined and mythologized by a future generation. 

In The Denial of Death, Ernest Becker theorizes that cultural constructs are used 
as a means to distract the individual from an unavoidable end, death. Developing myths is 
a way to assuage the oppressive anxiety of the curse of consciousness — an awareness of 
one's mortality. Misty becomes a hero for an act of "love" that destroys those she loves 
the most, but she, the narrator tells us, is ultimately a fantastic success as she cheats death 
and in the process helps future generations cheat death. 

The point of view in the three chapters is a third-person omniscient point of view 
with flourishes of an extreme close-in lens on the unconscious world of the main 
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character. In this way I attempted to fictionalize Carl Jung's idea of the personal 
unconscious — "The private side of psychic life" — stream into Misty' s inner world. As 
such, I wanted to use a non-linear structure with a measure of stream-of-consciousness, 
but the structure should feel linear as it is implied that time and space are uncertain. 

I try to use playfulness and seriousness as I approach these primary questions: 
How do we break one another (hearts and spirits)? How do we deal with being broken? 
What are the limits of human understanding? How do we deal with those limits? 

I wish to thank my thesis advisor, Rae Bryant, for exhibiting monk-like patience, 
for coaxing me out of hiding, and for channeling Tina Brown when needed. I also wish to 
thank my writing program teachers; especially Elly Williams, Mark Farrington, Tristan 
Davies, Michelle Brafman, and Bill Black, all of whom have helped me become a better 
writer and thinker. Finally, I wish to thank my family — Mom and Dad, Aunt Sherry and 
Uncle Herm — for their enduring support and faith in me as an artist and as a person. 

Dana Little 
Baltimore, MD 
Spring 2012 
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Everything we see hides another thing, we always want to see what is hidden by what we 
see. 

-Rene Magritte 

Without More Ado, Apocalypse! 
Chapter I 

Because it was Monday, and the Monday before the Apocalypse, and that was all 
anybody wanted to talk about, but mostly because she had missed her period, Misty 
Skipworth went to see her fortune-teller. Her fortune-teller was a defrocked chemist. His 
small shop was musty with shag carpet and the smell of cat urine and tear gas. He loudly 
yummed down his ginseng tea, but did not offer her any. After the first sip, he would peer 
up at her past his trifocals. 

He lectured her on washing her hands, "I have to touch those, you must 
understand, for a clear reading, and my past allergic reactions to latex . . . Rubber 
deadens the experience, don't you find?" He told her that she would come into a large 
sum of money soon. Then he changed the subject to her recent break-up, "Oh, Sweetie, 
when I read his future, it led to where you would not wish to shadow — Many physical 
altercations involving hot tar and barbed wire, an extended stay in a burn ward, an acid 
stain for a face, followed by solitary confinement in a maximum security prison." He told 
her that the love of her life would arrive soon. After a digression into sunspots and advice 
on always being aware of her surroundings, he said that Misty's health would be 
vigorous. But then he looked worried. He said a large beast was in her near future — a 
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dire wolf. He said that the wolf would appear on the edge of time. He said nothing about 
a pregnancy. 

She paid the old warlock and left his filthy little shop — the lead paint peeling 
back to expose blackened wood planks, the gaps stuffed with asbestos — and his 
ridiculously shiny face from the constant waft off kerosene candles — he should be 
forced to wear mosquito netting to cover the shine. She wanted to spit on the crystal ball 
and maps of the palm on the way out. He told her that the reading was nothing personal, 
and he seemed shocked by her abrupt departure. 

She was at the front door, he said, "We can roll sand up to pyramids or we can 
walk barefoot on beachfronts with splintered wood we nibbled down to a spear head to 
hunt the slow and lazy of the fish kingdom. We can start slow and tardy or we can set off 
with a clack bang of confusion. In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God. But that was before Darwin met Him. Before Darwin went 
into the Higher Dimension, God was your common ape-monkey. He was a knuckle- 
dragging, flea-munching, ass-scratching howler without a Word spoken in elegance or 
articulation. So were we. We were chimps, Sweetie, and again we shall be." 

After that, Misty checked the icy rooftops on her way home and she looked down 
the rusted grates that blew a hot urinal smell, all for fear of being followed. 

She settled down in the basement office with the florescent hum of a magnifying 
lamp for company. She dropped down into her dad's old leather office chair. From the 
desk came a faint buzzing. She creaked forward and focused the magnifying lamp on a 
bug limping around in a circular pattern over Wednesday. She had noticed more insects, 
lately. The season was too cool for such rot. They preferred her to other people, even 
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when in a group. They bit and gnawed, but the wounds did not itch, though, she still 
killed them. She kept a bottle of bug spray in every room. She preferred poison to blood 
splatter. 

She could never live in the jungle. It is funny to her that her father's people hailed 
from tropical environs and yet she had such a low tolerance for the damp and things that 
scurry. Must be she really did get all the white genes, even the ones hidden. She sprayed 
another mosquito on her computer screen and did a computer search of the dire wolf: 

Five feet in length, one-hundred seventy pounds, not exactly bone crushers, but 
delivered several shallow bites for a slow meandering death. 

She touched the unusual warmth on her forehead. She read on about the wolf and 
the further she got the more she wondered if she should tell Laney. 

Laney stared at Misty in disgust. "You went to that fortune-teller, didn't you? 
That biological terrorist. And you believe this outrageous crap about a what?" 

"A dire wolf. It's real." 

Laney leaned over and read some of the printed details. "And all these years I 
thought my best friend was a sensible person. What happened to you, Misty? Have you 
been sniffing sulphur?" 

"Weirder things have happened," Misty said and thought that it was a good idea 
to know the future, that way she could change it. "Last week a man exploded in front of 
the Willis Tower, spontaneous combustion, walking down the street. Witnesses said so. It 
was in the paper. The fossils they found prove that dire wolves were in Chicago." 

"You're not serious, are you?" 

Misty felt so alone just then. She thought, it's just me and the wolf, now. 
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She said, "Jeez, Laney, after all these years, you don't know when I'm kidding? 
You know I would never go back to that fortune-teller." 
Laney excused herself from the table. 

*** 

On Tuesday, a healthy respectable tax-paying citizen took a cannonball plunge 
from one of the John Hancock windows. More talk of the Apocalypse. Misty went to the 
UPS store. She returned home, dragged her satchel through the door, dumped the 
contents on the kitchen table. Sorting through personal mail and business packages, she 
smelled rancid beast. She imagined the stench to be a dire wolf with bare patches and 
lesions, rotten Ebola bitten caked-on dead cells that declined to depart the host. She 
looked in all the usual places, in the refrigerator crisper, around the toilet, under the bed, 
but found nothing. 

She cut some raw garlic and put it on tea saucers and spread them throughout the 
house to mask the smell and then she went back to her UPS pickup. She lugged the 
packages down to her office, set them on the weathered and nicked-up carpenter's bench 
in the back room with neatly aligned boxes of electronic components, or "product" as her 
dad used to call them, on metal shelves. 

She separated the different items into their respective boxes. Capacitors like two- 
legged water towers and diodes like two-legged spiders. Transistors that looked like tiny 
hair picks and integrated circuits with their many metal limbs, little centipedes. She used 
to play with these parts while her dad took calls in the office. Just as she used to play with 
the worms in the sidewalk slab that was crooked and collected rainwater. She gave them 
voices and planned their lives and deaths and resurrections. 
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Misty had a thing for resurrections ever since her sister used to try to drown her 
every day. Maria held her down by the shoulders through all of Misty' s flailing, the held 
her by the head while her hair floated up. But then her sister's fingers would get caught 
up in all the knots and snarls. She held her down until her already light skin turned almost 
translucent, until thin blue veins lined up around her neck and forehead, red vessels 
pointing to or away from the hazel in her eyes. 

Misty still had an old pair of nose plugs on a shelf with all her other souvenirs — 
her pawpaws, the slab of petrified wood, and that old rubber snake. A giant blacksnake. 
She only bought it because it looked so real, like the real snake they had in the shed when 
she was a child. She always liked that snake because it never moved. That's what she 
remembered. What she forgot or put away was that the snake did move and it even bit 
her. She lived. The snake died. 

Misty called Laney. 

"I just got back from UPS," Misty said. 

"Whoopee," Laney said. 

"Do you have anything special planned at school for Ash Wednesday?" 

"Ash Wednesday is special enough without my help." Before Misty could answer, 
Laney switched the subject to another's problems, "Evan and Gail are getting divorced. 
Did you know that?" 

"I predicted it, remember, after the last time they put one another in the hospital, 
even though they dropped the charges, I said it was the end." Misty said. 

"You're so wise." 

"You're mocking me." 
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"I wouldn't dare." 
"Goodnight, Laney." 

Misty hung up without waiting for a response. She did not move, she sat missing 
her old friend, the old Laney with the raspy laugh and long rambling made-up stories 
based on whatever day-to-day details Misty gave about a recent encounter or event. The 
old Laney insert a chorus from some old hymn, like Rock of Ages, into the tale and dance 
with her hands on her hips, pound her heels with the more important words. 

Now Laney lived in an attic apartment with her mother and the parakeets and the 
insulation that sagged and blocked the windows with the rotted frames that let in a 
constant breeze that blew the steam off the tiny radiator and pooled condensation on the 
already moldy and gapped floorboard. Laney had one nice skirt, one nice blouse, and not 
one pair of under- things without a hole or a tear. Nothing stopped stinking. Everything, 
including the most delicate of body parts, set off a kind of sour smell like pukey baby 
breath no matter how many times it was washed. Doors either did not open or did not 
close. Spiders made play in all corners. Feral cats ate at anything not shut- up, but who 
could complain after they ran off the rats. She hadn't had but one date in thirty-three 
months and that one was called off early after the man came up for a nightcap and her 
mother's oxygen tank got a leak and the wheezes from behind the tattered pink rose- 
patterned bed-sheet-slash-curtain tipped the man off to the old lady's presence. 

Laney's unemployment ran out on Monday. And the bills; infectious, hormonal, 
loose propagators that build and dive-bomb from necessities of shelter and medicine to 
the desirables of pizza and toilet paper. For Laney, there was no end to the anxious 
torture of never nearly enough. 
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Chapter II 

On Wednesday, at the time of 10:10 plus ten seconds in the morning (according to 
her internal rhythms), Misty slipped into a trance. The trance was unreliable, built on a 
structure of impossibilities — she was floating next to a plane at an altitude adverse to 
human lungs. She floated around the plane, made a survey of its circumference, emerged 
within it, and within the minds of all its inhabitants, but then she fell. Something shook 
her from her core. A man's voice let out an invocation that sounded meditative, yet 
altered to a distorted screech. The voice had a buzz and snap like a machine's sound or 
insects buzzing or both. She could not stand the idea, but maybe those clawing, ravenous 
insects were inside of her. 

When she awoke in the basement office, she could taste the air, her lungs pulled 
in a tug-of-war with her throat. Her throat closed. Her ears plugged. There was an ever so 
slight rumble at the cement base beneath her. Shelves swayed. The jarred specimens with 
shards of bone and empty hulls of insect exoskeletons jumped and tinked against each 
other. The jar with her sister's extra navicular bone toppled down and shattered on the 
floor. She guessed that it was an earthquake with a seismic shock that sounded like a 
stomach grumble, some massive eager stomach howling, and it was a stomach that would 
not be easily filled, like the dire wolf. 

Her computer faltered, so did her cell phone. The magnifying light lamp flickered 
on then off. The air stunk like a mixture of ammonia and sulfur, as if her chemistry set in 
the mini-laboratory in the back of her garage exploded. It was harsh, like a brush of 
pointed claws across the bareness of the membranes that lined the back of her nose. Her 
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eyes watered and flickered of their own accord. She ran up to the garage to see if there 
had been an accidental explosion or an unexpected chemically induced creation. 

The garage had no smoke, or fire, or scattered debris. The laboratory was 
untouched. The Bunsen burner and test tubes and rows of beakers were all in order, but 
her face was going numb. Her lips felt fatter than usual. She felt different and she 
wondered if she was the same person or becoming someone else. 

As a child, when Misty first tried out her first chemistry set she melted a hole in 
the couch and blamed it on the fireplace and the person who carelessly set the couch so 
close to the fireplace. She developed quite a skill at concocting smells. Her favorite, then 
and now, was Nitrous oxide, sweet air — reality made sweeter and unpunctuated by pain. 

Her first chemistry set was a gift meant to avert her attention from Maria's gift. It 
was an exciting gift, but it paled to what Maria got. That was the Christmas they found an 
extra bone in Maria's foot, and the discovery resulted in a flood of excitement around 
Maria. No one was sure what to think. No one was quite sure who to blame or who to 
reward. Was it a curse in the form of God's will, or was it a blessing they could all call 
God's gift? The medical community did not call it anything but a superfluous piece of 
whatnot that was better off removed. Misty thought it was a crucial element to Maria's 
future position as a world dominatrix. 

A man, Mr. Drakoulias, visited the family soon after the bone's discovery. He 
said that he had read their church bulletin write up about the bone. Mr. Drakoulias asked 
her parents questions. Does Maria have epilepsy? Has she been accidentally poisoned? 
Any recent massive blows to the head? Any possibility of syphilis? That was where her 
father stopped him. That was when Mr. Drakoulias stopped her father and started with his 
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speech — Every great culture has in it a people who refuse to be satisfied. Our survival 
depends on it. Your daughter has been blessed with an expanded consciousness and she 
went somewhere and brought that bone back from another self. Both your daughters are 
in possession of gifts that mean our survival from the coming apocalypse. But. Yes. All 
of us have the power, yet not all of us accept its presence. My story in inter-dimensional 
travel started when I was but a young lad. I learned that this is a world full of people who 
are like hollow yet bloated rotting pigs in a desert sun. Danger prowls in the mischief of 
human existence. But we are not alone. The earth is constantly up to something wicked. 
Edgy. We sit atop an angry planet, children, lady, gentleman. Her parents asked him to 
leave. The doctors removed Maria's odd bone as planned. The bone was jarred for a 
keepsake. Maria was uninterested in it, so Misty stole it, claimed it, bent her neck down, 
and bowed toward it. It was living, she could feel it. Of course, she didn't touch it; it was 
too sacred to be touched. 

Laney may have touched the bone at one time, but mainly Laney was more 
interested in the chemistry set. Misty was afraid of Laney's interest in chemicals, afraid 
that Laney only wanted to get high. Laney smoked pot once, but she also had a 
hemorrhoid surface at the same time. She linked the two in the direction of pot causes 
hemorrhoids as opposed to hemorrhoids cause pot smoking and did not think to consider 
that one had nothing to do with the other. When Misty confronted her on the supposed 
pot habit, Laney waved her hands and said no more for me thanks, I won't smoke that 
stuff because hemorrhoids are nasty. 

*** 
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Misty lowered a fresh mason jar from a shelf in the garage on her way back into 
the house. A wasp followed her, wagging its stinger. The wag made its flight balletic, 
cute, and less of a threat. Still she did not trust the wasp. It seemed to really like her. It 
chose her. Still she did not trust the wasp. She sprayed it with the insect killer. In the 
kitchen, she looked out the window and noticed a white cow grazing on her lawn. The 
nearest dairy farm or any farm of any form was miles away. She did not think of the 
Union Stock Yards. As much as she wanted to ignore the whole of all the abnormal and 
flat out not possible events of her day, in the back of her heart, which she believed was 
fused to the back of her mind, Misty would rather it be that predicted and planned for 
Apocalypse than her unplanned and unwelcome nervous breakdown. She went out to be 
with the cow. 

The wind chimes on her front porch sounded off in strange patterns. The chimes 
were of a thicker metal with rubber clappers to mimic her favorite instrument — the hand 
bell. It reminded her of her mother singing in the choir. She watched the chimes twist to 
wild gusts of wind. 

Outside, a static metallic taste was in the air and a pitch of panic, an unsettled 
energy whipping. The sun may have been blinking. Neighbors were gathered in small 
groups out on front lawns shouting and the only words she could make out were "Are you 
sure?" 

She looked at her favorite neighbors, the Nguyen's, who were rescued, years ago, 
by her family's church. Evacuees from the fall of Saigon or what they call, National 
Hatred Day. The Lutherans saved them, but the family remained Buddhist. She decided 
to huddle with them and headed over. On the way a stranger pointed to the cow and the 
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few pigs that routed in Misty' s hedges (probably snacking on some of the rodents she had 
attracted) and asked her if she was a shepherd in a former life. She thought, Why, were 
you a sheep ? Need some herding, do you ? 

There were three generations of Nguyen's. The grandson, Due, cradled an 
enormous plastic bowl the size of a hollowed out half-moon medicine ball, full of chips. 
She asked him about the commotion. He told her to look around, all the electronics went 
on strike or something. Cars were stalled up the street. Every once in a while signals 
came back, but it was a mess. It was a kind of freak thing or something. It looked to him 
as if they were going back to nature. He crumbled a fist of chips and licked them from his 
hand. Misty was not sure, not convinced, the electronics on the fritz, no way, but if that 
were so, then the earth would become a wilderness. She could not make it in the 
wilderness. Not alone. She would need to get Laney. She lived in that hellhole. She was 
acclimated to a harsh environment. 

Laney always had ideas, bizarre and untamed musings on how to handle a 
situation. Misty did not know how Laney came up with her theories. Misty did not know 
that Laney' s Kama Sutra was the source. Laney scanned the pictures and the words. They 
came off as signs to her since she had a learning disability such that symbols that 
appeared as letters of the alphabet to most people looked to her like hieroglyphics or even 
grids. When she first noticed it, the order of the hieroglyphics was generally nonsense so 
she started to rearrange them backwards and they started to say things. She got the idea to 
reassemble the letters, hieroglyphics, from the people who used to play records 
backwards. The first message she received was Misty is dead. 
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Due's grandma spoke to Misty in Vietnamese. Due translated, "We thought it was 
you at first." 

"Why?" Misty answered and looked at the grandma. Due sucked some chip bits 
off his thumb and translated for Grandma, then back for Misty. 

"Because it stunk. What she means is, we always smell it when you're playing in 
your laboratory. And it, this whatever, happened at the same exact time as the smell 
came. Usually we like to smell your chemistry." 

Misty had cured a couple of the Nguyen's with an ointment that she concocted 
during a wicked outbreak of flu. She had made promises to save lives. Misty sometimes 
does that, she makes declarations of intent. / will heal you. She said it without thought. 

Due said, "You're not really a freak, Misty. I like you no matter what. I bet you 
could do something about all this. You're handy." 

"Thanks, Due. I gain strength from your allegiance." She meant it in a smart- 
assed way, but when she touched his shoulder, above the boney blade, she was stronger, 
enlivened by what she felt — a hum and buzz of electric pulse, like a tuning fork 
vibration. They vibrated in sync. 

Misty felt she should collect some things, get a backpack made up, wander around 
the neighborhood, see what's what. She thought of asking Due if he wanted to come. No. 
He should stay with his family. His parents who would not leave the house, the 
grandparents who would not go back in the house. Misty ran back into her house. Due 
watched her. The bowl was on his head, he banged on it and he made a gong sound and 

he repeated with each gong, ten o'clock and all's lost. 

*** 
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Street lamps lit. Car alarms blared. Electricity was back. Random gusts of wind 
seemed inspired by certain words. Conjured. Soon sirens formed and screamed by. A taxi 
blew up bits of earth and ground down human inventions. 

Off in the distance, the Sears Tower radio antennae looked down Roosevelt Road 
to where all the houses began to match, as if they sat in a hall of mirrors. The antenna 
launched its waves in all directions. Underneath the tower metal bordered glass. Small 
patches of grass were blocked in by cement and steel grates in grids and configurations 
covered the open holes in the earth that seeped a smell of rot and decay. 

On a clear day, if one stood in the middle of Misty' s street, Roosevelt, one could 
see the top of the Sears Tower off in the distance. By the time the radio waves made it 
down Roosevelt and scanned the area, Misty was up the street, to the corner with a 
different group of onlookers. Everyone she ran into was a stranger. The farm animals 
continued with her. 

The people looked at the sky down the street. 

"Where did the Sears Tower go?" 

"You mean the Willis Tower?" 

"Who cares what we call it right now? Okay, yes, the Willis Tower. The tower, 
the old Sears Tower, was exactly the same building, only the name had not been bought 
by a British business group." 

The building formerly known as Sears Tower, a great monument of the city of 
Chicago, a titan, a grand god along with the John Hancock oversaw the city and her 
people. It was a constant presence behind houses and trees off in the distance. It seemed 
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to flicker in the distance. Misty wondered if the Sears Tower had only been a mirage all 
along. 

*** 

Misty rounded a corner. A boy banged out of a wire spring coiled screen door. He 
wore a T-shirt that said / heart machine guns. His mother called out to him, after one 
bounce of the screen, told him to be careful of the land mines. 

"They're not land mines, Mom. It's the Apocalypse." 

"Oh, okay." She went to shut the door, but she flipped it open again and yelled, 
"Don't forget to use your hand sanitizer, dear, especially if you take the bus." Before she 
could close the door again, their dog escaped and the woman yelled, "Jezebel! Come, 

Jezebel, home!" The dog headed for the boy who ran in a staggered step. 

*** 

Misty wandered up to this mini footbridge over a tiny creek, the water still, no 
movement. She was on the bridge's ledge in thought when a woman cried and yelled, 
"NO." The woman almost knocked Misty over. Misty held the woman by the forearms. 
The woman's nightgown swayed in the struggle and Misty thought, not just anyone can 
go braless in public. 

The woman said, "No, no, it's all over." 

Misty said, "It's OK." 

"No. Jerusalem is gone. It exploded. It's gone." 
"Who said so?" 

"Everyone who saw it happen. The news footage confirms it. Oh my God, oh my 
God. Jerusalem." 
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"So, which part? How much is gone?" 

"All of it. Jerusalem and all of Israel. I can't bare this. Come with me. I can't be 
alone. Come, come." 

The woman molested and patted down strangers, most of whom allowed it out of 
distraction at the situation, and asked them if they had a phone. A man had his cell out. 
Even though one could hear the screams from the phone, the woman asked if it was 
linked, then instructed Misty to look to the screen and bare witness. 

The screen: a few kids kicked around a soccer ball. They scrapped and ran. 
Behind them, behind stone cobbled fences and brick and mud houses, an enormous (the 
length of a couple soccer fields) flap of earth, a sodden stretch of it, launched off. 
Everything on top of it, houses and buildings, lifted, no weight too severe, as if gravity 
could care less. More and more of the earth's soil tore off. Closer and closer to the boys 
and the camera, the rip rose and almost reached them. The shaky camera followed the 
earth up, a voice yelled for the boys to run ahead, away, as more dirt and then water rose. 
Up, through clouds, out of sight. Disappeared. The camera scanned every which way. 
The pieces of earth, homes, people were nowhere. The gap of gone earth looked calm, as 
if it was meant to be that way. Nothing. Even the clouds looked untouched, as if nothing 
happened. 

News anchors and random witnesses poses questions and affirmations — Has it 
been confirmed? Can it be? What? No, not the Apocalypse. I heard about it. I saw it. I 
smelt it. 

Like many news cycles, a medley of horrific accounts of unfortunate incidences 
carried on. A mother stood in front of a steep cliff, she gestured down into it, beat at her 
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breast. Behind her daughters, sisters, nieces, all what might be female family chimed in 
like backup singers. Misty' s mind started to stutter. She echoed in on herself. Many 
people complained on the screen and so did all the people around her but a buzz was all 
she heard for a few beats. 

Pundits assigned blame in all directions. Sometimes it went something like — My 
scientist assured me that this is all impossible. You need a new scientist, because this is 
certainly possible. Haven 'tyou ever heard of a volcano? Sometimes it goes — It's those 
damned scientists and that damned Hadron collider. 

News reporters recited, to new musical refrains written specially for this tragedy, 
"Israel has been hemorrhaged. Shed." 

Rumors of what happened in Jerusalem swirled in quick edits on the phone's 
screen. Circles of people were videoed in argument in which people debated what blew 
off the earth. 

"Saint John." 

"Oh, he's been dead. Now I know you're lying." 

Somebody said that it was all a hoax, mass hypnosis and most the people around 
him misunderstood and thought he said massive gnosis, so they started to demand clarity 
by shoving him from one person to another. 

"Listen, listen. I heard that the earth's core came up and it spoke to some people in 
a plane and the core said something to the effect of — Hey people, I love how all of you 
love to trash the place and you all love to argue with one another over which one of you 
owns which parts of me and I love, well, I'm tired of how my eviction notices are being 
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ignored. Consider this me putting your shit out on the curb. With the curb being the upper 
atmosphere, my upper atmosphere, fuckers." 
"WHAT?!" 

"Oh, the earth's core would never say that!" 
"What are you some sort of tree hugger?" 

"I don't think he's a tree hugger. I think he's some sort of a racialist anti- 
Christian." 

"What?!" 

"I'm not an anything I'm just reporting what I heard. Like you guys just did. I 
heard that the earth's core spoke and it said . . ." 

"Get over here, hippie!" Some people lunged. 

"NO!" He ran and they threw broken off bits of untaken parts of houses and 
curses and spells on the man until he fell. No one helped him. Misty looked away. The 
last she heard was, 

"Cut out his life artery." 

*** 

The woman dragged Misty away from the phone to another small gathering of 
people. Shouts came from the crowd. All of France and Belgium had flaked off too. 
People grabbed at one another and asked, what now and who is next? 

Someone off in the distance hollered, we're losing the battle, and went on about 
Jihadists. Someone from Misty' s area shouted back to him, told him to shut up, and then 
others yelled in agreement, yeah, shut up, only an idiot would think the earth called for a 
jihad against people, as if the earth would ever think to be Islamic. 
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The people in Misty' s area started to carry on about the most likely form of a 
future government. Someone took a picture and she was sure she was in it and she was 
besieged by a fear of being watched. She shoved and started to chase the nearest person 
with a camera phone, but she stopped herself. 

"Divine intervention." 

"What is God intervening on? We were doing just fine. And who's the earth to 
tell us how to live, to relieve herself of us?" 

Someone tapped on Misty's arm. "Are you carrying bread crumbles in your 
pockets? You got a slew of creatures in your wake, miss." 

Misty's brain swayed and she said, "Yes, I bet my mom is worried about me." A 
bubble fuzz sprinkled a sweet spring shower in the back of her nose and mind. The 
woman who had been dragging Misty around swatted some wasps away from Misty's 
head. The woman suggested that she and Misty pray. Misty removed herself from the 
woman's grip and wandered away from the crowd. She set a straight course to Laney's as 
a thing repeated in her mind, her mother's voice — I suppose you'll never get married 
now. 

*** 

A goat moaned. The cow was gone. The pigs were distracted by some overturned 
trash bins. Someone snatched the rooster, or so Misty suspected. Squirrels dropped 
acorns as they trailed behind her. She never considered squirrels to be navigational 
experts, but she began to reconsider. 

Misty rounded another corner. She never noticed the many corners around her. It 
seemed as though she tracked on a circle or a figure eight. The road seemed longer and 
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the cement whiter. She was on the way to Laney's. She could not shake the woman's 
request for prayer. She remembered when she once asked her mother why they only 
prayed together at night or at meals? Her mother said that it was because the night was 
tainted and so might the meal be, so more power was needed, more voices for volume, 
for our requests and thanks to be recognized and understood by the Lord. 

Down the road, Misty stood at the traffic light at the intersection of Roosevelt and 
Grace Road. Across the street people crowded into a grocery store, in preparation for the 
next catastrophe, the inevitable nightmare when all the factories that manufactured food 
either vacated with the Earth's surface or could not function due to loss of employees or 
were forced to close due to population depletion, hence a sharp decline in demand. 

The Don 't Walk sign lit orange. A woman and her young son stood and waited, 
too. The boy wore a cap with Spiderman latched to a web. 

Misty said, "Hey, that's the guy we need now." 

The mother clutched her son to her hip. "Some action figure? As a savior? Don't 

fill my child with empty hopes and ludicrous notions." The woman faded into a buzz. 

*** 

Misty remembered her father. When he first set up shop in the basement and had 
the new office built and painted, decorated with tiny ships inside jugs, paintings of sea 
vessels set adrift, and a mini-bar. He had told her to stop horsing around under the desk 
and asked her what she was doing and accused her of being too quiet. Recite your 
multiplications, give me the times tables. Your periodic table. I suppose your mother 
would want you to know your bible passages for school. 
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Misty used the staple gun to affix a printed circuit board to her Superman action 
figure's back so that his ability to fly seemed generated by some force, so that his ability 
to fly seemed more plausible. 

She remembered it in real time: The little Misty under Dad's new desk. She plays 
with her diodes and capacitors and her homemade action figures along with her DC 
action figures. She whispers, I love new office smell — especially when they use extra 
paint thinner and I get all light-headed and start to laugh and laugh because I think I see 
you, Superman (she holds him up above her head a green see-through printed circuit 
board with rows of connected black resistors poked in over his limbs,) and I think you 
tickle my ribs with your ex-ray vision and all my laughing makes you laugh until you toot 
and your toots smell like raw salmon and sound like violent thunders of kitty purr and 
that makes you, Batman (she thrusts him up above) crash in and accuse Superman of 
swallowing Catwoman, again, and so you all tussle until all the new office smell is all 
gone and we all lay under the desk in a tangle of computer and phone wires. And then I 
start to laugh again and you, Superman (bends him at the waist) do your toots and you, 
Batman (bounces him up and down) just can't help yourself. You laugh until you cry holy 
water and that makes you, Superman accuse you, Batman of finally swallowing the Pope, 
after many reckless attempts and I LOVE new office smell! 

/ said get up from under there. I asked what are you up to? Go play with your 

sister. 

She did not want to tell him. She was under the desk to get away from her sister 
— the pinches, bites, ruthless nicknames. She had complained in the past and that got her 
nowhere. She did not believe he really wanted to know what she thought and what she 
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was up to. That she believed the Virgin Mary was an advanced scientist who learned how 
to clone herself. Mary could not explain the clone, so she passed the clone off as a little 
boy named Jesus, a miracle birth. The Messiah. How could Misty explain her belief in the 
clone theory? How could she explain that she saw it? Really believed that she saw Mary 
in a lab coat and saw other witnesses to Mary's scientific miracles. Mary was no virgin, 
not by a long time. 

*** 

The mother and son looked directly at Misty' s head. The mother said, "You have 
a wasp in your hair. In fact, I think you have a wasp's nest in your hair." 
"I know." 

The boy asked, "Do you know Spiderman?" 
"No, not personally." 

The boy asked, "I bet you have special powers though, don't you?" 

Misty was confused by his questions. Misty did not believe, never believed, that 
she was a worker of miracles. She gave science the credit. But she began to wonder if 
maybe she was developing some powers. 

The Walk lit white and Misty looked at the mother and son, "Don't you think we 
can go?" 

"We don't have the signal," said the mother. 

Misty said, "Sure we do." She looked over and the Don 't Walk orange was back. 
She was afraid to wonder about how long they or she had been standing at the light. 
The dog, Jezebel, showed up across the street. 

Misty looked at the boy and said, "You think we should run? Runaway?" 
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He said, "Why run? Can't you fly?" 

Misty put her arms up and out, pretended for the boy, and ran over and up to the 
dog. She whistled and slapped at her thigh, not that she needed to do anything so 
extravagant to get the dog to follow her. 

*** 

Laney sat on the front steps of her building. Misty hugged her. 

"Shew. Here you are," Laney said and looked at the following of animals. She 
explained the mess with her mother while without power and how she finally got hospice 
to come and then they had to take her mother to a hospital. 

After a breath, Laney said, "I know you have the barnyard with you, but I can 
help you too." She thought, please let me help you. 

Misty said, "Maybe you need to help your mother." Misty thought about how 
horrifying everything was and she did not want to be alone. Maria was somewhere, but 
ever since she disappeared, Misty lived in fear of her return. 

Laney said, "I'm scared. Don't leave me." 

"What about your mother?" Misty asked. 

"She's at the hospital. What can I do about that? She's pretty well unconscious. 
She wouldn't want me to be alone." 

"Did you get a chance to tell her goodbye and that you love her before she went 
under?" 

"Yes. I don't know if she understood." Misty squeezed her, then pushed her up 
toward the door, and told her to pack light. 
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Laney came back down with purple lipstick and fake eyelashes on. She carried a 
tattered copy of the Kama Sutra. 

Misty asked, "What's that for?" 

"Just in case. It's never steered me wrong before," Laney said. 
"Never steered you? You do understand that we're not headed for the club, right 
Laney?" 

She did not reply, but smacked her lips at Jezebel and walked off ahead of Misty. 
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Chapter III 

There was a crackle, a cackle, a gasp in the air followed by repeated beats of thud 
and bump, an inconsistent sound like a bug banging itself up against a light bulb. There 
was the smell of ash as if many mounds of leaves were set aflame all at once. The area 
around them was a wilderness. There were no houses and lawns, no cars and roads, the 
usual. There was no usual. 

Misty sat atop a white deer. The deer that roamed around Argonne Forest and the 
National Laboratory, named after and for and in respect of that forest. The deer that kept 
watch over the spot where CP-1, the first nuclear reactor, was birthed by men to bring 
about and keep peace on earth. 

Laney led the deer by a bridle she made from her bra, which she did not want to 
wear anyway — the pretty lacy scarlet one that collected and bunched and pinched her 
parts no matter how pretty it was. It was like those unnaturally high stilettoes she forced 
onto her feet. Whenever Misty saw her in them she said, I bet your feet like to call those 
shoes "the pair of anguish." 

Misty appeared to be resting with her head bobbing loosely and her chin bumping 
her chest. Laney tried to steady Misty, who rode side-saddle without the saddle. Laney 
did not know Misty was in a trance. She eyeballed Misty' s pack and spoke too loud as if 
to wake her, "What's in the bag?" 

Misty' s trances were not only visual or all of the senses all at once, but one sense 
out at a time. Voice was smelt. Sound was tasted. She never had synesthesia, but in the 
trance, numbers and letters were colors, numbers as days of the week aroused 
personalities, numbers as months of the year stimulated precise locations in space. 
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Within Misty the atoms dove and divide and showed her the crackle — many 
bodies, limp arms and legs in peculiar poses, knees bent so heels touched the buttock, 
strewn about and around a pit. She saw the pit's perfect coiled circle of shiny silver 
panels aglow a firey orange and cool blue, so cool it burnt. There was an open hole that 
seemed smaller and grayer at the far end. The bodies bounced out a rhythm to the thunder 
of a cackle. Around the pit and around the bodies a silver man danced with a woman, a 
face, a blurred patch, seared flesh blistered red with black fringes, fleshy laces hanging. 
Dancing. 

In the background, from all around, somehow Misty heard the people scream, 
"DO SOMETHING!" The silver man pointed at Misty. She pointed at herself as if to 
confirm the source of his direction. He shook his head, so she looked around. Her eye 
found Laney. Misty looked back to the silver man and he mouthed, She is mine. 

"What's in the bag?" Laney said louder and tugged at Misty's toes. Laney's voice 
siphoned into the trance and the drift into an area with no smell, made Misty feel her way 
out of the trance. 

She said, "Noble gases." 

Laney said, "What?" 

"What?" Misty answered. 

"What's in the bag? Noble gases?" 

"No. I sense the presence of some, at least one, of the noble gases." 
Laney sighed, heaved out as much oxygen as she could manage to the point of a 
wheezed cough and followed it up with, "Whatever." 



27 



Whatever echoed out from a hollow log on which, when both women turned to it, 
a man sits. 

Misty and Laney looked around and behind them, at the browns and blacks of 
earth and its accoutrements. 

The man spoke, "You are not being followed by cameras." That was not 
something they were worried about, but neither woman interrupted. 

"You need not navigate a series of sensors to remain undetected. You must 
navigate something much worse. The earth. The earth is always watching." Misty glared 
at the man, not in anger, but in recognition. 

"You look at me as though you do not believe the earth has skills in cognitive 
reasoning or vengeance. How about the universe? Would you accept that? The universe 
has cognitive reasoning, my-my, much more advanced than our monkey minds can 
stretch to, but ... Do you think that the earth does not know you, Misty? Do you think 
that you can outwit nature?" 

She said, "Juel Drakoulias?" 

"That is one name I am known by." 

Laney remembered the name, the stories behind him. He used to call himself the 
tax collector. 

"You know what you need to do?" he asked. 

Misty gathered her pack into her lap and tighter to her stomach. 

"You must lead, Misty, you must help. You must. You will be shown. It is in you. 
Go to the Fountain of Time, Misty. The sculpture. Go to it." 

She asked, "Why wouldn't I help?" 
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"Go to the Fountain of Time. From that place we will lead you to the Tree of Life 
and the Tree of Conscience." He twirled his long silver hair. Laney involuntarily 
mimicked his behavior. 

"Of course I would help." 

"Don't worry about that right now. At the Tree of Life and the Tree of 
Conscience, when you get to them, we will tell you what to do." 

"Aren't they guarded by some fierce cherubim and a flaming sword?" 

"Don't hassle me Misty, get thee to the Fountain of Time, we will show you 
where to go from that place and educate you on what must be done." 

"I know already. I know what must be done." 

An excited tension from within him released, but was replaced with fear. 
Misty said, "You want me to go to the Tree of Life and the Tree of Conscience 
and . . ." 

"You must cut them down," he said as if in a race to reveal stimulating details. 
"Cut them?" 
"Burn them down." 
"Burn them?" 

"Destroy them somehow . . . Give me a moment, I'll get back to you on the 
method." 

Snap, the sound of a fuse blown. He was gone. 

His voice remained and said, "Mustn't doddle, Misty. I know where your sister 

is." 

Laney grabbed ahold of Misty's calf, cradled it. 
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"She is right behind you, Misty ... Go to the Fountain of Time. The sculpture." 
A rattle of fast chatter between Misty and Drakoulias echoed off the wood. 
"How do I know where I am if I can't tell time, what with the sun being so 
unreliable?" 

"You will tell time nothing. Those days are over." 

"I know that if someone would just explain to me what is happening I could fix 
this, I could stop this." 

"Why fix it? Why stop it? This is how it all must take place. It is written." 
"Who wrote it?" 

"Don't worry about that right now. People will follow you. In a good way, as in, 
they will be led by you. Think of all that you can have. People follow you." 

"Stop!" Laney hugged the deer's neck in exhaustion and asked, "What about 

me?" 

"Yes, you follower her to," said Juel's fading voice that disappeared into a tiny 
dot of light, like a far off star shrouded by a tiny cloud, and he was fully gone. 

That was not what Laney meant. Laney wanted a mission too. She wanted to lead 
in some way too or be appointed to a position. Secretary of Treasury or the like. Misty 
gripped Laney's shoulder, used her for a balance to get up higher on the deer and she told 
Laney not to worry, she would be taken care of. That was not what Laney worried about. 

"Why are you going to follow him, follow his orders and directives? It seems like 
they need vow." Laney asked. 

"I'm not going to follow him." 
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Laney was disappointed. She did want to follow him, them, whoever they were. 
His voice. She wanted to hear him. 

Misty continued, "I'm going to the Old Water Tower. It just feels right, to go to 
the Water Tower." 

The Old Water Tower was the only thing to survive the Great Fire, with its castle 
architecture and its ancient stones that still have fossils embedded within them, fossils 

from the time of the Pangaea when "Chicago" hovered right over the equator. 

*** 

Laney read from her Kama Sutra guide under the heading "Miscellaneous 
Experiments." 

"It says here, I mean, it is written." She changed her terminology to meet the 
intensity and importance of the current events and add authority to the words. "It is 
written here that we shall meet with three tribes of peoples." 

"Tribes?" 

Laney continued, "It says and I quote — Sacrifices such as those made for the 
destruction of enemies, or for the fall of rain, are seen to bear fruit. Oo, that sounds good, 
right?" 

Just as Laney said "right" a jogger crossed their path, stopped, turned back and 
jogged in place. 

He held out his hand to Misty, "Hey, how you doing?" She held his hand without 
shaking it. 

"Hi. I'm good. Things are good." 
He nodded, "Yeah? That's cool." 
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Laney stepped between them and popped her lips to spread the lipstick, and said, 
"Hi, I'm Laney." 

He took her hand that she left limp and dipped in the hopes that he would kiss it. 
He did not; he only gripped her fingertips and waggled them a little. 
"I'm Yul." He looked at Misty and smiled. 
"I'm Misty. Wait. Yul?" 

"Yup." He pumped his knees up higher, did a couple jumping jacks. 
"Have you ever been to Vietnam?" 

He stopped, briefly, scratched at some sweat and said, "Yeah, I think so, that's 
weird you ask. Haven't thought about that in . . . Wow, who knows how long?" 
"Did you have a good time and send a postcard about it?" 

"It was a long time ago. But, sure, yeah, I think so," he said, but thought, It was in 
the seventies. Who had a good time in Vietnam then? He suddenly remembers that his 
family was forced to send off happy postcards from Vietnam. It was not a vacation. His 
father was a diplomat required to bring his family as cover. 

Laney stepped in again and took his hand and said, "You say it was a good time, 
yet these seem like difficult memories for you." 

"Well, what do you remember? It's hard to remember things. Everything's faded." 

That forced a memory out of Misty. 

The time at the dinner table when she asked, "Mom, was Jesus illiterate?" 
Her mother's face turned purple and the woman was on her way to a rage when 
Misty continued, "I mean. Why didn't Jesus just write the stuff down himself?" 
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Her dad came to his daughter's defense. "No, now Hettie, do not admonish the 
girl. She has a good point. Misty. Did you know that Socrates did not write either?" She 
shook her head. "It's true, but he had a good reason. He did not want his memory to 
weaken." He looked over at his wife with a challenging smile, but patted her cheek and 
said, "Now what about Jesus, honey?" 

"His Word is Divine. He knows all. He formed the Word. It would be beneath 
him to write It." 

Everyone around the table nodded, although her dad tickled Maria and made an 
apologetic remark, "These mashed potatoes are of the ideal consistency, honey." 
Yul jogged around the women and the deer and the dog. 
Misty wondered what he was training for. He did jumping jacks. 
"What are you training for?" 

"Oh you noticed. We have some, our Board, is having a trial." 
Misty wondered what each of those words means. 
"What's a Board?" 

"Oh, it is, um, how you say, village? Or. It's where my people live. Like wood. 

Board. 

"You changed the name of our town?" 

"What do you mean our town, I've never seen you before." 

"Where are we?" 

"Where do you want to be? 

"The Water Tower." 
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"Why don't you come back with me, it's always easier just to show Board and I 
think it's on the way to the old Water Tower." 

Misty wondered why they would change so much so quickly. 

Laney leaned on Misty 's shoulder and whispered, "How long have they been 
doing this? I mean who made all these changes already?" 

Misty asked Yul, "How long have you all been in your, in Board?" 

"Nobody knows. No one can remember and they outlawed any kind of 
timekeeping element, time implements ages ago." 

Laney covered her mouth in horror and asked, "How do you know when to eat?" 

Yul, clucked his tongue at the deer. He lead them north. The Fountain of Time 
was south and the Water Tower was north, so Misty was pleased and followed. 

Laney nudged Misty and asked in a whisper, "Did you see that guy's T-shirt? It 

saays, hog smells better barbecued.'''' They titter a little and then lick their lips. 

*** 

When Misty and Laney reached Board, a line of people at the entrance gate lined 
on either side with thicket and pine trees. The people walked in single file, avoiding the 
shadows of pine trees the way Misty walked in school at St. John's avoiding the shadows 
of Christ and a disciple shimmering through the stained glass windows. The teachers 
forced the kids into a single file from classroom to bathroom and back. Once a kid in line 
got sick and mass panic ensued, a kind of internal explosion from which no one dared 
move so everyone froze. Misty could almost hear the children's atoms rattle against one 
another. Creative atoms forming a spectacle, a splash, a bouquet. 
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The people against the village gate seemed to form a bread line. A man at the 
front measured each person, one by one, height times breadth times width. The man used 
a twig with a tattered red stripe ripped from an American flag, tied to one end. After each 
measurement, he turned some people away, most people away. 

"What are the measurements for?" Misty said and the white deer she rode turned 
back to her as if to answer. A few people in line whispered, "Sacred geometry." 

It was Misty and Laney's turn at the gate. The man slapped Misty's thigh with his 
twig and said, "Get off that damned thing. We don't allow the white deer in these parts." 
Misty jerked back and tumbled off the deer. A welt rose from where the twig hit her. She 
rubbed the warmth of it and its tingle put her back in third grade, when she sat in the hall, 
banished for bad behavior, a handprint on her face from the teacher's hand. A little boy 
exited the first grade room. He hugged up to the wall. On his way around the corner, he 
peaked at her. She bared back the tears and hid her face, a painting of Christ looking 
down on her. 

In Board, she does not cry or even wince at the blow. She asked, "What's this 
measurement? It's not a foot and it's not a meter. What is it?" 

He slapped her thigh again. "So you want to know what this is? It's the new 
measurement." He held the twig up, between his palms. "It's called switch. We don't go 
by foot or meter." 

"All right." Misty accepted the man's explanation the way she accepted Bible 
verses she memorized before she could read and the same way she accepted her mother's 
explanations of the verses and how her mother explained her daughter's 
misunderstanding of the words: The words and their meaning are not what you hoped 
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for, Misty? What did you hope for? You hope for ease, simplicity, Misty? A standard you 
could attain, my girl? 

Misty stood next to the deer and the dog, Jezebel, stood next to Misty. The man 
rapped Laney a couple times on the wrist after she tried to get him to kiss her hand in 
introduction and friendliness. He let her in anyway. 

They were in the sphere bordered with thickets and branches and stone rubble. 
Piles of dirt formed mud huts that surrounded a shallow pit with a pyramid stack of 
burning kindling in the center. 

A young woman approached. She said, "Do not let the fire go out. We must never 
let the fire go out. None of us around here knows how to start a fire and that one started 
by accident and no one paid witness to how it happened." The young woman ran up and 
fanned the fire. 

An argument brewed around the fire. 

"Are you sure it is a crackle and not a cackle?" 

A man said, "I can't be sure. I do know the sound that I heard and I know that I 
will hear it the same way whether it is a crackle or a cackle or something else." 

Someone shouted and a couple of people in sweatbands of tattered red stripe ran 
the man off and toward Misty and Laney. The people called after him, "Don't ever 
question the definitions!" 

The man hid behind Misty who tried to maneuver around to the front of him, as 
she was not comfortable with someone standing behind her. They twirled around one 
another until Laney stepped on the back of the man's flip-flops and he tumbled in a heap. 

A woman heaved a log at Laney's head. "Don't you mess with my man," she said. 
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Misty clutched Laney's hand and they shuffled sideways toward the gate. An old 
fella stopped them, blocked their path. Misty and Laney looked at Jezebel, who watched 
them. 

Misty said, "Do something, Jez." Jezebel panted and licked the old fella's hand. 
The man said, "We're living on borrowed time." 

"Shut up, Francis," another man said, "You know damn well you cannot borrow 
time. Once you've taken it, you can't give it back." 

The old fella muttered and slunk away from Misty and Laney. The group around 
the fire started another exchange. 

"Do you smell . . . Does something smell like . . .?" 

"I'm not even sure what I'm smelling." 

"Is that a smell?" 

"You sure it's not a taste passing itself off as a smell?" 
"Well, if I smell it, then I most likely taste it. It's the way the mouth and nose 
commiserate." 

"It's really the tongue. You got to watch the tongue. The tongue is trouble." 
"Don't tell me my tongue is trouble!" 

The group started to fight again and Laney tugged Misty back toward the gate. 
Jezebel sniffed the air. Misty too. Smell of ether. How would they have that? The gates 
opened a little. 

In the wilderness. On Misty's white deer. Laney hums the "Battle Hymn of the 
Republic." She started to sing the chorus, but stopped when Misty shoved her off the 
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deer. Soon she started to repeat Misty' s words, trying to turn them to Gospel but they 
become gibberish. 

Laney's breath was loud and heavy on the back of Misty' s neck and whenever 
they stopped for a respite, she touched Misty with her feet. If Misty protested, Laney said 
something like, "Okay, I see. I'm the only one with weakness and imperfection. Right?" 

Misty wanted to respond with what her mother used to tell her when she cried. 
Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Instead, Misty eventually refused to respond. 

Laney pouted and said, "Can I see what's in the bag?" 

Misty shook her head. 

"You won't tell me at least?" 

"No." 

"May I ask why not?" 

"Because sometimes you get carried away." 

Laney hung her mouth open. 

"Like just a second ago and for however long you've been prattling on about this 
and harping about that and generally feeling sorry for yourself. . ." 
Laney's bottom lip began to tremble. 

The first time Misty saw Laney wracked with heartache, Misty had accidentally 
killed Laney's first parakeet, Shadow. They were eight. Laney's mother sat the girls 
down and listened to the detailed replay of how Misty had taken the parakeet out of the 
cage and held it up and tried to make it fly but held too tightly at the same time and spun 
it too fast so that she shook it to death. She held it to her chest and patted it. It didn't 
move. Laney's mother told Misty that she had only loved the parakeet to death and that 
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was okay. Then Laney's mother offered to buy her daughter another parakeet and Laney 
decided to name the new parakeet Sunshine. It made Misty think of her own mother, how 
after a boy at school smacked her, her mother said the smacking meant the boy liked her. 

Misty smuggled Shadow out of the house and brought him to the little laboratory 
in her closet and put her snorkel over the parakeet's head and breathed new life into it. 
She didn't dare tell anyone. Then she set Shadow free. 

Laney was shaking a little on the back of the deer. She said, "You don't trust 

me?" 

"When you need to know what's in the pack, you will know." 

Laney struggled with buttons on her blouse that are offline, making an awkward 
gap at her neck. Jezebel's tail wagged at her in a way that could be mocking or ironic. 
Laney said, "I hope you brought some lotion. My hands are so sore." 

At the word "sore" a fog in front of them lifted and exposed a man. He stood in 
the middle of a perfectly manicured lawn. He had a mole between his eyebrows. A thick 
fog rose behind him and beyond the lawn was a street with people gathered near the curb. 
The people were in discussion when an explosion flared fifteen hundred switches in the 
distance. The topic shifted to: 

"Did you feel that?" 

"I heard something. I didn't feel anything. It was probably too loud for me to feel 
anything." 

"What was it?" 

"A drone, I bet. A missile." 

"No way, I voted for that SOB. What's he got to pick on me for?" 
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"You're the only one being picked on?" 
"Maybe it was a rogue drone?" 
"Pah-lease." 

"I never trusted this government." 

"Am I the only person who acknowledges that this is a global issue?" 
"None of us are keeping you here." 

"Yeah, go find others like yourself." The group slowly crept in on the woman 
who used the word global. She tried to smile, but was slapped and got a quick hair tug. 
She somehow managed to bat off the woman tugging at her then disappeared into a group 
of hedges beside the road. Still the group mouthed off after her, "Why don't you go light 
yourself on fire in protest? Subversivist!" 

Laney whispered to Misty, "Did you bring the tear gas?" 

"How long has this been going on?" Misty asked the nearest person. 

"Feels like forever." 

The group started in again over rumbles in the distance. 

"How long this will last?" 

"If it's the Apocalypse, it lasts forever." 

"Hey, wait. Is that another sun?" They all looked to the sky. Two things shone, 
one on either horizon. 

All the heavenly bodies in their positions, a predictable world. Misty's father 
taught her and Maria how to measure the world and all the things that were safe to count 
on. Maria either forgot or ignored the lessons. Maria spent her time on piano and ballet. 
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Misty cheered her sister on, Maria in her leotard with all those stars that would fall off 
whenever she moved. Misty followed Maria and picked up the fallen stars. 

Misty waved her hand in front of the man with the mole. She asked, "Do you 
know how to get to the Water Tower from here?" 

"I used to know. But. Uhm." His voice squeaked as if laced with helium. "Why 
don't you try that way?" He pointed down the street, the way they had come. 



41 



Epilogue 



The Book of Misty 

The Call of the Compound 

1 Now after the death of Ronnie it came to pass, that the children of America 
asked their Lord, saying, Who shall go up for us against those who would oppress us, 
those who we do not like, to fight against them? 

2 And their Lord started to speak, but their Lord was interrupted, and the 
interrupter was a Breath on the wind and the Breath said, Misty shall go up: behold, / 
have delivered the land into her hand. 

Misty, daughter of Hettie wife of Harold son of Chester son of Igor, lived in a 
web-infested underground apartment in which dead cells and dust incased the inside 
cavity of the dwelling. On the other side of her apartment walls, above the mud and crust 
of earth and twists and knots of roots, was what was then called the third world, or The 
Southside of Chicago. 

4 In The Southside of Chicago, at that time when The Southside of Chicago meant 
dark skin and poor life choices, Misty lived a backward and unclean life that displeased 
her world's Lord, but before her world's Lord was able to express that displeasure He 
was interrupted by the Breath. The Breath, that had some muscle, only needed Misty to 
help flex it, and with the flex hasten the Chemical Revolution and deliver the children of 
America unto the Higher Dimension. 
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Completion and Dedication 

2 Back before homosexuality ruined love for all mankind, Misty had the best 
boyfriend of all the boyfriends in the third world. She had the most fully developed and 
complete love life of all her fellow nationals and she knew it. She loved that. 

And she loved the way all the locals wanted him, with his black hair dye job and 
his long locks that always got caught in the bends of his glasses. 

3 And she loved that his tongue had a strange little dimple indentation at the end 
of it, as if it wanted to be forked. 

4 And she loved that he used this tongue to smooth his fake mustache. 

5 And not at first, but after a while, she loved his overactive salivary gland. 

Lex Barker 

3 Back before Lex Barker was put in prison for not quite beating one of his fellow 
nationals to death with his cell phone charger, Misty imagined an idyllic lifetime 
partnership with Lex. 

And although it always startled her, shook her up, when he would pray during 
lovemaking, she would surely get used to it, she imagined. 

And Misty imagined just the two of them draining the envy from anyone who 
made contact with them. 

4 But the prison sentence was harsh and beset by temptation. 

5 And as the months passed, Misty noticed that Lex's interest had been put adrift. 

6 And Misty stood by and watched as his affections shifted to one of his co- 
inmates. 
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And even though she imagined that this attraction was simply for the sake of 
expediency, it became clear after Lex's release that, for him, there was no going back to 
the old unclean life of slapping nuns and kicking babies. 

8 And thusly he stopped beating all hell out his fellow man and started putting up 
public displays of homoerotic advances by wearing short sleeves in February. 

9 And Misty knew this to be against the Lord's wishes, but Misty would have 
tolerated it. 

10 But Misty had little control over Lex's refusal to be anywhere near her. 

11 So it came to pass that Lex was transformed and she would have to adjust, or so 
said her best friend Jean Wesselhoeft. 

Jean Wesselhoeft 

4 Now it came to pass that Misty spoke with Jean on the matter of Lex. 
And out of desperation from exhaustion over the topic, Jean said, Maybe you 
should try to date a girl to get back at him. 

3 And Misty let that idea stroll around in her mind and then said, Will this girl 
have a penis? 

4 And Jean said, More or less. 

5 And Misty said, Do you think Lex's boyfriend has a vagina? 

6 And Jean said, Maybe something better. 

And Jean immediately realized her error, the discomfort in the room, and 
switched to, Maybe you could get pregnant. 
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To get pregnant. That was a thought. It was a thought Misty had never had and 
even ignored when Jean put it up as an option that day. 

Lex Talionis 

5 Now it came to pass that Misty passed the Hall of Justice. 

2 And not until she went to the Hall of Justice and saw one of the sexiest marble 
Statues ever erected did Misty think of pregnancy as okay. 

3 Only when she saw the marble Statue of Lex Talionis, with His curly locks and 
thin strappy sandals, thickly bowed eyebrows, bulging calf muscles, and a scentless 
shroud of the thinnest gas around Him did she let her mind relax. 

4 And just at the sight of him, for some reason, she was overcome with the urge to 
be impregnated. 

5 To be pregnant. Another one of those typically persistent feminine fascinations 
that Misty had avoided by dating the sterile, binging on birth-control pills, and sniffing 
kerosene. 

The Angel of Our Lord 

6 But then it came to pass that Misty met that hotdog vendor. 
And he said, Oh, wait, you shan't have this. 

3 And he snatched back the dog. 

4 And Misty said, Why not? 

5 And he said, It will destroy the child. 

6 And Misty said, So don't give it to the child. 
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And he said, I can't not give it to Him if I give it to you. He's in you. Miss, you 
must know, you are with child. 

8 And Misty said, Give me my money back. 

9 And she handed him back the lemonade after she backwashed in it out of 

protest. 

10 After Misty got some pizza from another younger and possibly foreign, or just 
unresponsive, street food retailer, and after she settled her nerves with extra garlic sauce, 
she decided to think about the possibility of her pregnancy. 

11 And she determined that her breasts had been terribly tender of late. 

12 But her mother told her to just stop touching them then. 

And she determined that she had been a little sick in the way of nausea every 
once in a while lately. 

14 But Jean said, It is probably from eating off the floor. 



The Angel of Diagnostics 
7 So it came to pass that Misty determined to meet with a medical specialist. 

2 And he said, Oh, hey, look at that. 

3 And he showed her some paperwork with lines going every which way. 

4 And he said, You are pregnant. 

5 And then he said, But that shouldn't surprise you. 

6 And he wrote down some notes: Patient seems unnaturally shocked by test 

results. 

7 And she looked at the results. 
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And she said, What might that part mean? 

9 And by that part she meant the graph that looked like some sort of tribal facial 
tattoo — pointed in parts and swirly in others. 

10 And then there was something like an Egyptian hieroglyphic watermark behind 

it. 

11 So the doctor held the paper up to the florescent lights and bent it in a rather 
intricate and deliberate way. 

12 And he said, Oh, hello, looks like, ho-ho, not only are you pregnant, but 
congratulations, you are pregnant with the Messiah! 

13 But Misty did not sound so impressed when she said, So, I guess I have some 
decisions to make. 

14 But the doctor did not understand what decisions she might have to make — 
besides the decision as to who to use as the OB/GYN. 

15 So he said, I hope you will consider me as the deliverer. Oh, that sounds so 
biblical, doesn't it? Not to suggest. 

16 And he spoke to her belly. 

17 And he said, Not to imply, that is to say, forgive me, I am not the deliverer. 

18 And he sunk to his knees. 

19 And he said, Of course not, not literally, not like you Father. 

Then Misty said, Well, I have much to think about, about my choices. 
21 But the doctor still did not understand. 

22 

So the doctor said, Please keep in mind our discount, our special offer for . . . 
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The Street Messenger 
8 So Misty went back to the vendor. 

2 And Misty asked him how he knew she was pregnant. 

3 And he said, I have an unusually sensitive sense of smell. 

4 And he picked at a burn scab. 

5 And then he said, And an Angel told me. One of those marble Statue Angels. 



Prophecy Against the House of Misty 
9 So it came to pass that Misty went back to her rendezvous spot by her marble 

Statue. 

And the Angel of our Lord was upon him. 
And he explained to her the anger and rage of the Gods. 
4 And the result of Misty' s meeting with the most Holy Marble Statue, Lex 
Talionis, led her to gather the closest of her family and friends. 



If the Curse be Lifted 
10 Only that the coming generations of the children of America know, only so the 
Curse be lifted, Misty spoke. 

2 And Misty said, I have something to tell you all. 
And Misty watched them all settle around the round coffee table. 

4 And she said, I am getting an Abortion. 

5 And Jean said, You're pregnant? 
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And Misty's half-brother Bram said, Why should we know? Is it that you want 
to use government funding? I mean, because starving children right here in America need 
the funding more than the Abortionists do. 

7 And Misty's mother said, If you are pregnant, then shame on you, you not even 
married woman. 

8 So Misty said, I am pregnant and I am not going to tolerate it. I did nothing 
wrong. Yes, I have broken some laws, but nothing to meet this punishment. I am scared 
family and Jean and nothing any of you say can make me more frightened, nothing can 
scare me out of this decision. 

9 And her mother bent down and her mother perused her belly with eyes and 
fingertips. 

10 And her mother determined aloud, You are pregnant, aren't you? 

11 After a second more of touch and eyeball, Misty's mother snapped back her 
hand and said, Oh dear Lord. You're pregnant with the Messiah, aren't you? 

12 And her mother wept with rage. 

And her mother said, You're doing this just to hurt me, aren't you? 

14 And Misty's stepfather held her mother back. 

15 But her mother continued, You knew how much I prayed to give birth to the 
Savior. All the hours, the bloody knees, look at my knees. 

16 And her mother rolled up her track pants. 

17 And her mother said, How many knee replacements have I had Harold? Tell the 

people. 

18 And he said, It must be something in the teens. 
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19 And Misty's mother said, You should not have brought us together; you should 
not have ever let me know this. 

20 But Misty said, I was instructed to gather you all and explain. 

21 But her mother said, There is no explanation and no excuse for you, you Christ 

killer! 

22 

And the mother lunged at the daughter. 
23 But Misty was in one place one moment, then gone to another place the next. 
Disappeared, reappeared. No one mentioned it. 

24 

And Misty said, Mother. I have been informed, and it brings me absolutely no 
joy to be the bearer and deliverer of this information, but I have to tell you . . . You have 
been worshiping a false God. And I know, I know, this is hard to believe, but I have come 
across the real ones and they are enraged. You need to search your heart, Mother. 

But all her mother said was, Please don't kill Christ Jesus. 

And Misty said, Who said it was Christ Jesus in me? 

27 After which Misty dropped on the loveseat. 

28 And Misty said, Ach, God, why me? 

But her mother said, This is that kerosene isn't it? I warned you, I begged you, 
look at my knees. 

30 And Bram said, Who is it if not the Ix>rd? I mean, you had me, I mean, you had 
a point about the Abortion if the birth means the end days, I mean, dah, of course we try 
to stop it, I mean, we're human, we can figure out a way around the Apocalypse, and 
frankly, I think we've out grown God, that God that's been suggesting He's the only one 
and the best one, even though He's the only one . . . 
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But Misty broke in and said, Jean, remember I told you about that marble 

Statue? 

And Jean said, I could forget that? Of all the disgusting things you've said or 

done . . . 

33 But Misty broke in and said, I do not know why I share my secret passions or 
my dreams or my diary with you, Jean. But I will let that go for right now. Well, that 
marble Statue I told you about, He is a God. 

34 And Jean laughed. 

35 But Misty continued with, A Cursed God. They were all Cursed by the Twins, 
the One whose name we shan't speak and the other One the One whose name we shan't 
speak calls Satan." 

But Jean countered with, You got all this off that lunatic Nai Hohl's web site 
didn't you? 

37 And Misty concluded with, No, come on. What I say is true. It is the truth. The 
Statue told me. 

38 And Bram said, Did He produce evidence? 

39 So Misty said, He is very sincere. 

40 Then through the window an overcast sky with still a sun behind it, the air a 
cool teal, started to break to a blackened orange. They could not see it. 

41 And Bram said, No evidence? You lost me. 

42 Then the curtains blew in as a rain battered down outside. They did not hear it. 

43 And Misty 's mother said, You are all on a slippery slide into Hell fire. 
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44 Then tension wires of stiffened streams of water flew in through the window. 
They did not feel it. 

45 But Misty said, Mother. There is no Hell. 

46 Then the lines of wet created a netting around the window. Beyond the net, 
maybe a shore and trees and maybe homes and docks, but through the window nothing 
but wet. They could not feel it. 

47 But Misty's mother said, Oh, I bet you'd like to think so. You and your 
blaspheming marble God. 

48 Then part of the sky was a black mass. 

49 But they could not see it. 

50 And Misty said, He said you would say that. 

51 And her mother said, What else did He say, smarty? Did He say why He 
doesn't show Himself? Did He explain His absence? 

CO 

And Bram said, So, I mean, what's up with the Abortion? 
But Misty said to her mother, He's been Cursed. We have all been Cursed. I 
have to break the Curse. The Abortion . . . 

54 But Jean said, How'd you get pregnant anyway? 

55 And Misty said, Jean, you think / am disgusting . . . You do not even want to 
know how God did it. It is unforgivable. 

56 And Bram said, So what about the Abortion, damn it. I mean, I've got a 
meeting with an essential client. I mean, I can't be farting around with this coo-coo what- 
what all day. 

57 But Misty said, Aborting the supposed Messiah means a break in the Curse. 
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CO 

And Jean said, Should you be saying all this or even thinking it? Can't God 

hear you? 

59 Then Misty said, God has got you all so bamboozled. God has grown fat and 
lazy and He is more interested in His real estate ventures, as usual, than anything else. 
No. He does not know everything. Yes. He is limited. The Bible does not contain 
inconsistencies; He just lied about many things and could not remember all his lies, 
including the all-powerful, all-knowing, all-loving things. The rest is mostly true, except 
that He left out some things and that He made His brother into the villain. But. Do not get 
me wrong, Satan is a boob, but no more so than his Twin. 

60 But Jean said, You met Satan? 

61 And Bram said, Can I go now? 

And Misty said, Yeah, I met Satan. Only briefly, though. And, no, none of you 
can leave. You are all part of the Sacrifice. 

Only then did they look around at one another. 

64 So Misty said, You know, for Peace. You know, for Unity and Love. 

65 And she went to the large painting of a window and looked out from it. 

66 And her mother was the first to speak. She said, Before I allow myself to be 
sacrificed, I've got to know which religion this is for. And which Bible you are referring 
to? 

Then Bram said, I thought it was obvious, Mom. She means Christianity. The 
Christian Bible. 

/TO 

And Jean said, Oh yeah? That's right, of course. Well, I'm out then. 
69 But she did not get up. 
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70 

So Misty's mother became sarcastic and said, So it's the Christian Bible then, 
dear? By whose interpretation then, honey? Because the Catholics are despicable and I'll 
have nothing to do with being a sacrifice for any peace they're involved in. 

7 1 

And Bram said, So, we're not counting The Book of Mormon, right? 

79 

And the mother said, Don't you dare call them Christians! 
73 And Misty said, Listen. You do not have a Choice. You have been Chosen. The 
Choice was made for you. 

74 

But Bram said, Oh, hell no, I mean, I'm an American with rights and freedoms 
and, I mean, liberty and justice and nine-one-one. 

75 Then Bram stood and stomped to the plate of cookies and took one, but then put 
it back down and wiped his hand on his back pocket. 

If* 

Then Bram stomped back to the couch and coincidently stomped on Harold's 
foot and woke the poor man who would have died in his sleep, but . . . 

77 

Bram said, You know, I blame that Lex Barker for this. I mean, he thinks he's 

so hot . . . 

no 

And just then, on the word hot, Bram's cell phone rang. 
79 But the song, some sort of waltz, instantly started to warble and soon sputtered 



to a halt. 

80 



And just as Bram tried to answer the waltz sound, the cell turned to marble. 



81 Then the phone spoke. 

82 And the phone said, Are we ready to begin? Yes? 

And Bram said to the phone, Shouldn't you be sacrificing a virgin? 
84 And Jean said, Or a goat? 
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85 And Bram said to Misty, How about just getting your damnable Abortion, I 
mean, how about leaving us out of it? 

But the phone answered with, Oh? Do you actually imagine that it would be so 
simple to destroy the Messiah? One quick suction? Come, come. Be brave. 

But Bram said, He's a false God, how much power can he have? 

88 And Misty said, False as in not the one and all, all-in-one, be all end all. 

89 But Bram said, This could all be an elaborate hoax. 

90 And Misty, shaking and teary, said, I love you all. I would never make up a 
joke like that. I would never do that to any of you. 

91 And so it came to pass that the phone started to drip a thick white cement-like 
liquid that rolled in droplets out from the source and floated in clusters to each of its 
hosts. 

92 And so the people crowded together. 

And so it came to pass that the people, animals, out of sheer survival instincts, 
converged on and attacked Misty. 

94 That through the gnashing of their teeth at her throat and the pulling and 
gauging at her cheeks, they would be free. 

95 That through the belting at her kidneys and the kicking at her belly, they would 
bring an end to her brief reign of terror. 

96 But she felt no pain. 

97 And she looked uninjured. 

no 

And then Jean broke from the group and ran for the door. 
99 She ran and ran, but the door got no nearer to her. 
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Jean. 



100 And then they all stopped all movement. 

101 And Bram said, That didn't work. 

102 But he began to cry. 

103 And he held on to his mother and she fell to her pained knees as she cried. 
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And the drips off the former phone grew and enshrouded each of them. 



105 And the smell of burnt synapses, like burnt marshmallows, filled the room. 



106 



And the people vanished into pools of piles of their own floating quicksand. 



107 But moments before they all disappeared, Misty had reached out. 

Moments before they disappeared Misty had reached out and hugged up to 
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She hugged up to the flash of dancing atoms. 



110 And without injury and with her lips to Jean's ear Misty thought, You are only 
moving forward to another dimension. I will be with you soon. Trust me.I Love you. 

111 And with the word Love came swiftly OUR Lord, the Most Holy Lex Talionis, 
and brought with him the breath and the attack and all its salutary affects. 
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